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was as uptight as he was. Just the same, he was glad he put 
his helmet on back in the pits. 
The starter was already in position. He began to motion 
to the riders, one at a time. Dave nodded that he was ready 
as the starter pointed to him. The noise was deafening. 
Here goes, Dave thought. His right hand held the throt-
tle down hard, and his shaking left hand was already easing 
the clutch out. His legs were cocked and ready, every nerve 
fiber stretched tight. 
His breath came in short gasps. He was one with his 
bike, a shaking, screaming hand grenade, ready to explode. 
"C'mon, dammit, drop the flag." 
The Bug 
—Alan L. Anderson 
English, Sr. 
AS I LAY ON MY STOMACH IN THE GRASS 
I SAW AN INSECT CLIMBING A LEAF. 
WERE I A ZOOLOGIST, I SHOULD TRY TO FIGURE 
OUT 
WHAT KIND OF BUG THE INSECT IS; 
OR IF I WERE A BOTANIST, I WOULD EXAMINE 
THE LEAF; 
IF I WERE AN ENGINEER, I WOULD MARVEL 
AT THE STRUCTURE OF THE TINY WINGS; 
AND IF I WERE A PHILOSOPHER OR POET, 
I WOULD PONDER THE SECRETS OF LIFE 
AS EXPERIENCED BY THIS LITTLE BUG. 
BUT I AM AN EXISTENTIALIST, 
SO I SQUISHED IT 
